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ALL PROCEEDS FROM THE SALE OF THIS BOOK GO DIRECTLY TO THE COCOS

FOUNDATION. www.cocosfoundation.co.ukLove it or hate it, Social Media is here to stay - and

now there is a new app ready to take on the 'big four,' disrupting and challenging the way we

view the time we spend online.Although still in its testing stage and currently 'invitation-only,'

Clubhouse is an audio-only app, designed for users to share in authentic conversations and

create meaningful relationships in a fun and engaging way.Users of the app have grown

exponentially since December 2020, and connections, both business and personal, are being

embraced- in fact, Clubhouse is changing lives for people who have a genuine message to

share, and enhancing the lives of many across the world.In this book, you'll find raw and

honest conversations with some of the biggest names in Clubhouse, and discover stories that

may even change your world.A must-read for anyone ready to embrace social harmony and

open, authentic interactions.WE WOULD LIKE TO THANK ALL OF THE AUTHORS IN THIS

BOOK FOR GENEROUSLY GIFTING THEIR TIME AND STORIES TO THIS PROJECT.

“A cocky bad boy of finance recalls ... [his] career as a master of his own universe.... A hell of a

read.”—Kirkus Reviews“A memoir that reads like fiction.... [concerning] the vast amount of sex,

drugs and risky physical behavior Belfort managed to survive.”—Publishers Weekly From the

Hardcover edition.From Publishers WeeklyBelfort, who founded one of the first and largest

chop shop brokerage firms in 1987, was banned from the securities business for life by 1994,

and later went to jail for fraud and money-laundering, delivers a memoir that reads like fiction. It

covers his decade of success with straightforward accounts of how he worked with managers

of obscure companies to acquire large amounts of stock with minimal public disclosure, then

pumped up the price and sold it, so he and the insiders made large profits while public

investors usually lost. Profits were laundered through purchase of legitimate businesses and

cash deposits in Swiss banks. There is only brief mention of Belfort's life before Wall Street or

events since 1997. The book's main topic is the vast amount of sex, drugs and risky physical

behavior Belfort managed to survive. As might be expected in the autobiography of a veteran

con man with movie rights already sold, it's hard to know how much to believe. The story is told

mostly in dialogue, with allegedly contemporaneous mental asides by the author, reported

verbatim. But it reports only surface events, never revealing what motivates Belfort or any of

the other characters. (Oct. 2)Copyright © Reed Business Information, a division of Reed

Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.Review“A cocky bad boy of finance recalls ... [his] career as a master of his own

universe.... A hell of a read.”—Kirkus Reviews“A memoir that reads like fiction.... [concerning]

the vast amount of sex, drugs and risky physical behavior Belfort managed to survive.”—

Publishers Weekly From the Hardcover edition. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.About the AuthorJordan Belfort served twenty-two months in prison, spent one month in

rehab, and is currently living in Los Angeles, California. --This text refers to an out of print or

unavailable edition of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights

reserved.PrologueA Babe in the WoodsMay 1, 1987You’re lower than pond scum,” said my

new boss, leading me through the boardroom of LF Rothschild for the first time.“You got a

problem with that, Jordan?”“No,” I replied, “no problem.”“Good,” snapped my boss, and he kept

right on walking.We were walking through a maze of brown mahogany desks and black



telephone wire on the twenty-third floor of a glass-andaluminum tower that rose up forty-one

stories above Manhattan’s fabled Fifth Avenue. The boardroom was a vast space, perhaps fifty

by seventy feet. It was an oppressive space, loaded with desks, telephones, computer

monitors, and some very obnoxious yuppies, seventy of them in all. They had their suit jackets

off, and at this hour of morning–9:20 a.m.–they were leaning back in their seats, reading their

Wall Street Journals, and congratulating themselves on being young Masters of the

Universe.Being a Master of the Universe; it seemed like a noble pursuit, and as I walked past

the Masters, in my cheap blue suit and clodhopper shoes, I found myself wishing I were one of

them. But my new boss was quick to remind me that I wasn’t. “Your job”–he looked at the

plastic nametag on my cheap blue lapel–“Jordan Belfort, is a connector, which means you’ll be

dialing the phone five hundred times a day, trying to get past secretaries. You’re not trying to

sell anything or recommend anything or create anything. You’ re just trying to get business

owners on the phone.” He paused for a brief instant, then spewed out more venom. “And when

you do get one on the phone, all you’ll say is: ‘Hello, Mr. So and So, I have Scott holding for

you,’ and then you pass the phone to me and start dialing again. Think you can handle that, or

is that too complicated for you?”“No, I can handle it,” I said confidently, as a wave of panic

overtook me like a killer tsunami. The LF Rothschild training program was six months long.

They would be tough months, grueling months, during which I would be at the very mercy of

assholes like Scott, the yuppie scumbag who seemed to have bubbled up from the fiery depths

of yuppie hell.Sneaking peaks at him out of the corner of my eye, I came to the quick

conclusion that Scott looked like a goldfish. He was bald and pale, and what little hair he did

have left was a muddy orange. He was in his early thirties, on the tall side, and he had a

narrow skull and pink, puffy lips. He wore a bow tie, which made him look ridiculous. Over his

bulging brown eyeballs he wore a pair of wire-rimmed spectacles, which made him look fishy–

in the goldfish sense of the word.“Good,” said the scumbag goldfish. “Now, here are the ground

rules: There are no breaks, no personal calls, no sick days, no coming in late, and no loafing

off. You get thirty minutes for lunch”–he paused for effect–“and you better be back on time,

because there are fifty people waiting to take your desk if you fuck up.” He kept walking and

talking as I followed one step behind, mesmerized by the thousands of orange diode stock

quotes that came skidding across gray-colored computer monitors. At the front of the room, a

wall of plate glass looked out over midtown Manhattan. Up ahead I could see the Empire State

Building. It towered above everything, seeming to rise up to the heavens and scrape the sky. It

was a sight to behold, a sight worthy of a young Master of the Universe. And, right now, that

goal seemed further and further away.“To tell you the truth,” sputtered Scott, “I don’t think you’re

cut out for this job. You look like a kid, and Wall Street’s no place for kids. It’s a place for killers.

A place for mercenaries. So in that sense you’re lucky I’m not the one who does the hiring

around here.” He let out a few ironic chuckles.I bit my lip and said nothing. The year was 1987,

and yuppie assholeslike Scott seemed to rule the world. Wall Street was in themidst of a raging

bull market, and freshly minted millionaires werebeing spit out a dime a dozen. Money was

cheap, and a guy namedMichael Milken had invented something called “junk bonds,”which had

changed the way corporate America went about itsbusiness. It was a time of unbridled greed, a

time of wanton excess.It was the era of the yuppie.As we neared his desk, my yuppie nemesis

turned to me and said, “I’ll say it again, Jordan: You’re the lowest of the low. You’re not even a

cold caller yet; you’re a connector.” Disdain dripped off the very word. “And ’til you pass your

Series Seven, connecting will be your entire universe. And that is why you are lower than pond

scum. You got a problem with that?”“Absolutely not,” I replied. “It’s the perfect job for me,

because I am lower than pond scum.” I shrugged innocently.Unlike Scott, I don’t look like a



goldfish, which made me feel proud as he stared at me, searching my face for irony. I’m on the

short side, though, and at the age of twenty-four I still had the soft boyish features of an

adolescent. It was the sort of face that made it difficult for me to get into a bar without getting

proofed. I had a full head of light brown hair, smooth olive skin, and a pair of big blue eyes. Not

altogether bad-looking.But, alas, I hadn’t been lying to Scott when I’d told him that I felt lower

than pond scum. In point of fact, I did. The problem was that I had just run my first business

venture into the ground, and my self-esteem had been run into the ground with it. It had been

an ill-conceived venture into the meat and seafood industry, and by the time it was over I had

found myself on the ass end of twenty-six truck leases–all of which I’d personally guaranteed,

and all of which were now in default. So the banks were after me, as was some belligerent

woman from American Express–a bearded, three-hundred-pounder by the sound of her–who

was threatening to personally kick my ass if I didn’t pay up. I had considered changing my

phone number, but I was so far behind on my phone bill that NYNEX was after me too.We

reached Scott’ s desk and he offered me the seat next to his, along with some kind words of

encouragement. “Look at the bright side,” he quipped. “If by some miracle you don’t get fired for

laziness, stupidness, insolence, or tardiness, then you migt actually become a stockbroker one

day.” He smirked at his own humor. “And just so you know, last year I made over three hundred

thousand dollars, and the other guy you’ll be working for made over a million.”Over a million? I

could only imagine what an asshole the other guy was. With a sinking heart, I asked, “Who’s

the other guy?”“Why?” asked my yuppie tormentor. “What’s it to you?”Sweet Jesus! I thought.

Only speak when spoken to, you nincompoop! It was like being in the Marines. In fact, I was

getting the distinct impression that this bastard’s favorite movie was AnOfficer and a

Gentleman, and he was playing out a Lou Gossett fantasy on me–pretending he was a drill

sergeant in charge of a substandard Marine. But I kept that thought to myself, and all I said

was, “Uh, nothing, I was just, uh, curious.”“His name is Mark Hanna, and you’ll meet him soon

enough.”With that, he handed me a stack of three-by-five index cards, each of them having the

name and phone number of a wealthy business owner on it. “Smile and dial,” he instructed,

“and don’t pick up your fucking head ’til twelve.” Then he sat down at his own desk, picked up a

copy of The Wall Street Journal, and put his black crocodile dress shoes on the desktop and

started reading.I was about to pick up the phone when I felt a beefy hand on my shoulder. I

looked up, and with a single glance I knew it was Mark Hanna. He reeked of success, like a

true Master of the Universe. He was a big guy–about six-one, two-twenty, and most of it

muscle. He had jet-black hair, dark intense eyes, thick fleshy features, and a fair smattering of

acne scars. He was handsome, in a downtown sort of way, giving off the hip whiff of Greenwich

Village. I felt the charisma oozing off him.“Jordan?” he said, in a remarkably soothing

tone.“Yeah, that’s me,” I replied, in the tone of the doomed. “Pond scum first-class, at your

service!”He laughed warmly, and the shoulder pads of his $2,000 gray pin-striped suit rose and

fell with each chuckle. Then, in a voice louder than necessary, he said, “Yeah, well, I see you

got your first dose of the village asshole!” He motioned his head toward Scott. I nodded

imperceptibly. He winked back. “No worry: I’m the senior broker here; he’s just a worthless

piker. So disregard everything he said and anything he might ever say in the future.”Try as I

might, I couldn’ t help but glance over at Scott, who wasnow muttering the words: “Fuck you,

Hanna!”Mark didn’t take offense, though. He simply shrugged and stepped around my desk,

putting his great bulk between Scott and me, and he said, “Don’t let him bother you. I hear

you’re a first-class salesman. In a year from now that moron will be kissing yo... --This text

refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From AudioFileJordan Belfort, a

notable businessman, became a convict before he was 30 years old. His story is absurd and



hilarious, heartfelt and emotional, and above all, a truthful look back at his bizarre journey.

Narrator Bobby Cannavale's thick, firm voice is fitting for Belfort. Strong and unwavering,

Cannavale delivers the material at a steady pace that brings the story to life. Cannavale does

the impossible and becomes Jordan Belfort in a truly remarkable performance. While having

Belfort himself assume the role of narrator for his memoir would have proved more interesting,

offering a firsthand perspective of the events in question, Cannavale is the next best thing and

might just be more believable as Belfort than Belfort himself. L.B. © AudioFile 2008, Portland,

Maine-- Copyright © AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text refers to an out of print or

unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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